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The Alaska Pirate
By Charles E. Brlmblocom.

in the summer of 1807 I
LATI3 in San Francisco seeking my
fortune. For many dnys I vainly asked
for employ men t ns a salesman, book-
keeper or bank clerk, for 1 felt compe-
tent for almost anything, having: just
graduated from the high school. The
small sum of money I possessed begnn
to shrink nhumingly, and my gorgeous
dreams to weir a sickly and faded1 hue.

One day while walking one of the
principal streets I ? v in gilt letters on
the upper windows of n large building
the words: "Detective Agency." A
brilliant thought enme to me, putting
to flight my temporary discourage-
ment.

I climbed two flights, of stairs ond
arrived at a glass door, on which was
inscribed: "Chiefs ofllce. Wnlkln." I
entered. A short man with a gray mus-

tache stood beshk a large oillce desk.
Ho looked at me Inquiringly.

"I wish to see the chief," I said.
"What do you want to see him for?"

fee asked, with a perceptible Irish ac-

cent.
"I would like to get employment as

a detective," I replied.
"I'm the chief," he said. "But you're

almost too young for the business, me
boy. It takes cxpnyrience, nnd jilenty
of sand, nndi often a handy knowledge
of, gun fighting- to be a detective."

"I wish you'd try me, sir," I said,
courageously. "I'm young, but I can
learn."

"True enough," he assented. "Well,
I don't mind giving you a little trial.
Aro you willing to take your life in
your hnnd, me boy?"

"Yes, sir," I answered, seriously, try-
ing to avoid turning pale.

"Very well," he said', approvingly.
"Now, of course, you've heard all about
the Klondike gold mines. They're very
rich, and the steamers that come from
there aro every one of them loaded
with gold1 millions and millions of
dollars. Xow, there nre trnin robbers
on the land, and there are pirates on
the sea, and what finer haul for a
pirate, do you think, than one of those
Alaska steamers loaded down with
gold dust and nuggets?

"I suspect that there's a bloody band
of pirates fitting out an expedition
right here in San Francisco for the
purpose of capturing some of those
steamers. I want you to go out and
discover them if you can. Find out
where their vessel is and how big a
crew she carries, and all about It. One
false move, and likely ns not you'll be
found floating In the bay
Oood-by- , nnd. good luck to you." l

I walked along the wharves very
much on the alert. I examined) two
vessels that were loading for the north,
but everything about them seemed
honest and commonplace. I continued
my patrol, and at last, at a small, re-

mote wharf, I found a steam schooner
bound for Alaska. Her name was the
Gadfly, and I learned that she was to
sail that very afternoon.

Something about the craft, I do not
know why, aroused my suspicions.
The sailors were as busy as ants

and stores. I approached
and tried to engage one of them in
conversation, but he repulsedi me in a
rude and surly manner. A large ne.w
deckhouse had been built on. the
schooner, evidently to accommodate
juite a number of men.

Even at that retire! place there were
a few Idlers gazing nnd gossiping. I
joined them, nnd sat down on an over-
turned boat, determined to watch
everything that occurred. The first
confirmation, to my suspicions came
from two roughly dressed men who
paused near me.

"They say the Gayfly is going1 to Cop-
per river," said one, with a kind of
sneer. "They can tell that to the
marines."

"Xaw!" replied his companion. "She
draws too much water. She couldn't
git within 20 miles of the mouth."

In an hour or two some heavy cases
were brought down nnd carefully
"hoisted on board. They were marked
"Mining Machinery, but from their
appearance I suspecte'd' that they con-
tained cnninon. f. .

Among the passengers I saw n boy
about my own age. He wore a fur cap
and a heavy woolen coat of Arctic cut.
He carried a rifle on his shoulder, and a
"big revolver and sheathknife in his belt
A large shaggy black dog kept at his
heels.

Several times one of the ofllccrs had
come on the wharf and looked up to-

ward the city with an air of impatience.
I resolved to wait until I discovered
what this person or thing was.

Between 10 and 11 o'clock a heavy
truck came rolling ponderously down
the wharf. It was loaded with large
barrels, about 30 of them. I heard
sharp, suppressed orders on the

and Instantly the sailors swarmed
out on the wharf and began to unload
the barrels and roll them on board
with every appearance of nppi'ehen-fctv- e

haste, urged on by the profane
mate. In my eagerness I walked boldly
among them.

"What Is in those barrels?" I asked a
perspiring sailor.

"Gunpowder, sonny," he growled, as
he hurried away.

But the mate's blodshot eyes had
spied me. He caught me by the shoul-
der and sent me staggering buck-ward- s.

"You git out of here!" he snarled.
I deemed it prudent to retire, espe-

cially as I had discovered what the bar-
rels contained. What would a mere
peaceable passenger vessel do with 30
barrels of gunpowder? J set out at full
speed for the detective agency,
' When I entered the chief's office an-

other man wus seated ut the derk a
large, dignified gentleman, with gray
i4ewbiskis.

"I wish to sec the chief," I solo',
breathlessly.

"I nm the chief," he replied. "What
do you wish?"

"It was another man I saw this
morning," I said. "IZe told mc ho. wni
the chief, and gave mc some dctcctlvo
work to do."

Although extremely pur.zlcd, I hast-tcne- d

to explain the task that had
been given mc nnd the discoveries I
had made.

"Tills is very strnngc," snld tho
chief, equally pu..lcd. "I hnvc heard
nothing of any such plot as you de-

scribe, and I feci sure that none of
my assistants would dnrc to usurp
my nuthorlty in that manner, nnd es-

pecially to plnce such nn Important
mnttcr ns this purports to be in
yoimgnud inexperienced hands."

"But th"c is no time to lose, sir," I
said, bo'dl "The Gnilfly mny sail nt
any time now that they have their pow-
der on board."

He stripped to the telephone and
spoke.
NE that Capt. Mnrden? Has tho

steam schooner Gadfly sailed? Just
left the wharf? Well, I have reason to
believe that all is not right on board.
Signal the revenue cutter to stop her
nnd send a boat on board. I will come
down nt once. Good-by- ."

"Xow come with me," said the chief.
"Wcwill go on board the Gadfly and seo
what Is wrong there. Afterward I
must sohc the mystery of the man
who sent you on ihnt errand."

But before we quitted the oillce ho
telephoned to someone asking if
"Kobert had come home yet." And I
thought he looked very much worried
at the answer.

We drove rapidly to the water front.
The chief roused the boatman nt tho
boat landing, and in a few minutes wo
were tossing on the choppy bay in
search of the Gadfly. We soon found
her in the stream with her engines
stopped, and there was some confusion
and loud tnlklng.

Wc climbed on board, where we
found nn ofllcer and u boat's crew
from the revenue cutter, surrounded
by a --crowd of the passengers and
crcw The chief, in on undertone,
soon explained to the lieutenant tho
suspicious Circumstances in regard to
the vessel. .1

"Captain," said the lieutenant, turn-
ing suddenly to the master of tho
Gadfly, "let us take a look at thoso
30 barrels."

The captain was very reluctant, but
he had to nccompnny the lieutenant
below, where it was soon discovered
that the 30 barrels contained whisky
Instead of gunpowder.

It is against the federal law to tako
intoxicating liquors into Alaska, and
as the Gadfly wns bound for that ter-
ritory it wns evident that an infrac-
tion of the lnw wus intended. So the
30 barrels were hoisted out into boats
and taken ashore, much to the dis-
gust oi?the owners, who had counted
on realizing; n huge profit. As there
proved to,be nothing to support a
suspicion of piracy, the Gadfly was
permitted to go on her way.

But just as wc were noout to leave
the schooner the big black dog that I
had seen following the young fellow
sprang up from below and leaped upon
the chief with great joy.

"Carlo!" cried the chief, in a tono
of umazement. "How did this dog
come on board?" he demanded.

"He came with n young follow ono
of the passengers," replied the cap-tai- n.

"Where is he? Bring him here at
once," said the chief, sternly.

The young pass-eng- had disap-
peared, but in a few minutes he was
brought up from below, much against
his will, and taken before the chief.

"Why, Kobert!" said the chief. It
was nil he said, but the tone was. full
of grief and reproach.

It beemed that Kobert was a run-
away. His baggage anu numerous
wenponSSerc hoisted out, and he and
Curio returned iwith us in the boat.

We all we"irtxuack to the chief's of-

fice. As we entered I saw there tho
man who had employed me that
morning.

"There, sir! There is the man the
other chief."

It beemed to be the chief's fate to
be astonished that night.

"What! Kenny!" he exclaimed.
"Did you cull yourself the chief and
employ this boy this morning?" he
asked, severely.

"Sure, 'twas only a joke, sir," re-

plied Kenny. "Ain't I the chief of the
janitors?"

"You il not remnln chief of the jani-
tors very long if this hnppens again,"
returned the chief, sharply.

Kenny skulked out, glaa to escnpe
so ensily. Then the chief and his son
retired totfJn inner oillce, where I
suppose there was a serious convers-
ation . I

After some ttmp the chief came out
and sat down aVhls desk.

"My boy," he snld, kindly, "you hnve
done a great deal of good to-da- You
have enabled me to rescue my only
son from a dangerous) expedition for
which he was ill prepared. And you
have prevented from entering Alaska
30 barrels of whisky, which, dealt out
to the Indians of thnt region, would
hnve done far more damage than 30
barrels of gunpowder. I shall muko
you a suitable reward."

But nt that moment the door opened
and a deep voice said: "I wish to see
the chief."

I rose, with my heart in my mouth,
nnd looked in my fnther's worn nnd
anxious face. He had come from our
home in n distant city to thnt detec-
tive agency ,to enlist njd tit searching
for his truant son, for I confess it
with shame I, too, was a runaway.
Boston Globe.

Done Ileyond It.
May Belle looks older since she was

married,
Pumela Yes; she hag taken, the lim-

it oil her age. Judg.

A HISTORIC CORNER.

Occupied Onco by Washington's
Best Known Hotel.

In One of It 11 no inn Andrew Johnaon
Took the Onth of Oillce na

Prealdcnt of the Unit-
ed Stntoa.

Special Washington Letter.
is a historic corner on

l'ennsylvanla nvcnuo which is
now occupied by a hotel; nnd

very few people now living know not-
hing 'about the history of the local-
ity.

For mnny years the building on the
corner of Twelfth street nnd Pennsyl-
vania avenue wns occupied by the pen-
sion oflicc, and then a dry goods nnd
notions store built up a successful busi-
ness there. Six years ago alterations
were made which transformed the
building into n hotel nnd cafe and now
addltlonshavc been built along Twelfth
street, completely obliterating nil of
the landmarks which were so dear to
us

Nearly 20 years ago "Boss" Shep-
herd, the man ot energy and executive
ability who changed the national cap-
ital from its condition of a sluggard
southern town in n mudholc to n na-
tional city with broad avenues nnd
concreted streets, built upon the cor-
ner referred to a six-stor- y brick build-
ing, with mnnsnrd roof, and rented it to
the government for the use of the pen-
sion ofllce. It wns so occupied until tho
architectural monstrosity in Judicinry
square wns completed, in 1885, and then
the pension ofllce was removed nnd the
Shepherd building was taken by a pros-
perous storekeeper.

During the civil wnr the corner was
occupied by the best known and most
popular hotel in tho city, called the
Kirkwood house. Members of the cab-
inet os well as prominent senators and
representatives resided nt the Kirk-
wood house, and prominent officers of
the federal armies were constantly

MESSENGER THORNBY'S

coming and going ns guests of the same
hotel. Vice President Andrew Johnson
was n guest of the Kirkwood house on
the night of the tragedy nt Ford's the-
ater, when President Lincoln lost his
lifo by the hand of an assassin. On the
following morning it was in the Kirk-
wood house that Mr. Johnson took the
oath of ofllce and became president of
the United States.

In the spring of 1804, when the suc-
cessful general of the Mississippi val-
ley, U. S. Grant, came to thetnntional
capital to receive from the hands of the
president his commission as lieuten-
ant general of all the armies he was a
guest at the Kirkwood house. From
timo to time Gens. Sherman, Sheridan,
Hancock, Logan, Meade and other emi-
nent military men either had their
rooms or took their meals at the Kirk-
wood house. It was not until several
years after the war had closed, when
the armies had been disbanded, the
carpet-bn- g period had passed, and the
unusual business incident to and de-

pendent upon the civil war hnd ceased,
that the Kirkwood house, being no
longer 'the most popular hostelrie in
the city, was closed.

During the latter part of March, 1SG4,
while he was planning the offensive
campaign which commenced with the
battle of the Wilderness on the 5th
day of the following Mny, a banquet
was given to Gen. Grant in the Kirk-
wood house, which was followed by a
ball, and in the festivities of both
events Miss Kate Chase, the accom-
plished, brilliant and beautiful daugh-
ter of Chief Justice Salmon P. Chase,
was the social leader. Although the
celebrated hostelrie was a frame build-
ing of the olden style, it was an excep-
tionally large and roomy structure for
those days. More than 200 men and
women of distinction participated in
the banquet, nnd, before the dawn of
the morrow had dispersed the merry-
makers, nearly 1,000 of the men and
women of note in those days partici-
pated in the terpslchorean mazes.

lor many years the best servant In
the old Kirkwood house was a colored
man named George Thornby. He acted
as valet to Gen. Grant on that occasion
and was subsequently detailed to look
after the comfort of Vice President
Johnson. So it happened that when
the old house finally gave way to a
more modern structure, Thornby,
through the kind intercession of mnny
men of prominence whom ho hnd
served, secured nn appointment as
messenger in the post ofllce depart-
ment, when Congressman Tyncr, of In
diana, wus made postmaster general.
He remained there until a few years
ago, when he died. Thornby was a
Tcry intelligent fellow and was made
mail messenger to tho first assistant
postmaster general. During his hit-
ter years he took a grent deal of pleas-
ure in telling a story concerning John
Schuyler Crosby, of New York, who wub
the governor of the territory of Mon-
tana for three years and became first
assistant pout master general when
Frank Hatton wus advanced to the po-

sition of pt'xtxnaster general. Thornby

opened all the envelopes nnd lnld tho
smaller ones, which ostensibly con-
tained pcrsonnl letters, upon the desk
of the first assistant postmaster gen-
eral; but the big olllclnl envelopes ho
distributed to the clerks in charge of
11. a nimnlnltiinntB 4n .1 1 fT..n..
Btntes, nnd he always did his work IhJ
temgentiy nnu wtin gooti judgment.

Gov. Crosby had only been the in-

cumbent of the ofllce of first nsslstnnt
postmaster general a few dnys when
he rung his bell, to which Thornby re-

sponded, nnd Gov. Crosby snld:
"I want to know who it is thnt

opens my letters every day before they
nre placed on my desk."

"Thnt is my work, sir," said Thorn-
by, bowing nnd smiling ns one- - who
knows his duty is well performed.

"Well, herenftcr," snid Gov. Crosby,
"I do not want anybody to open my
mail. Let the mail be placed upon
my desk nnd I will open it myself. I
do not wish to hnvc my correspond- - I

encu uiiiuiicu in mis iiiuisuniiiiunio
manner.

On the following morning, when
Crosby entered his ofllce he was
amazed to see it transformed into a J

general delivery ofllce and mail pack
ing cstnuusiiment. ins desk was
stacked, three feet high with letters
of every description, not one of which
Thornby had opened. In a littlo
space upon the desk before Crosby's
chair were 150 or 200 small envelopes
containing letters which might bo
presumed to be personal, but ut least
three-fourth- s of which must have been
ofllclal.

Gov. Crosby was no fool. He simply
lacked executive departmental experi-
ence. He saw nt once that the col-

ored mnn had a huge joke on him. Ho
rang the bell, and when the polito
Thornby nppenred, he said: "Thorn-bjv-ffcr- c

is a five-doll- bill which be-

longs to 'you. Tnke nil of this stuff
off of my desk and say nothing about
it to anybody."

The faithful nnd intelligent negro
did ns requested. But the clerks, who
had be'en waiting for their dally work
more than two hours that morning,
had ascertained the fact that all of
their mall was piled upon Crosby's

JOKE ON GEN. CROSBY. ft

desk, so tlmt Thornby violated no con-
fidence Inter when ho told the story
with many n hilarious smile.

The old Kirkwood house is mere-
ly a reminiscence in the national cap-
ital. Its disappearance wns volumi-
nously commented upon when it was
obliterated; and the story of the old
hotel is brought vividly to memory by
rcaBQja of the fact that another old
hotel, within n lilnplr nt tlir. in.n,.
ury butlding, has been torn down this
summer in order to make room for
an immense modern struct are.

The old hotel was orieinnlly built
in 1S30, for the use of the post ofllce
department. Within five years tho
Doric columns of the new post ofllco
department were erected, nnd tho
postmnster general took possession
thereof. Then it was that the hotel
was opaned. It has been known by
name to oil who have visited the na-
tional capital during the past . CO

years. It Vns what the proprietor
hoped it would be, as he expressed it
with his New Englnnd nnsal twang,
"a very likely tnvern." The hotel
which will take, its place will be a
credit to this great and growing city.

The department of justice is in tern,
porary quarters because its historic
building, opposite the treasury depart
ment, has been torn down this sum-
mer, to make room for another, a
bigger nnd better building. The old
Corcoran art gallery is about to bo
taken down, in order to make room
for a hall of records of the executivo
departments.

TheSse are only a few of the
which are being mado

upon Pennsylvania avenue; and they
have come, none too soon. The prin-
cipal thoroughfare of the nntionnl
capital has long been regarded as tho
best parade ground in the world; but
the buildings along thnt thoroughfnro
have never reflected credit upon the
city, nor upon the people of the re-

public. The improvements briefly out-
lined here really constitute a grent
stride in the development of the na-
tional capital as a modern city.

SMITH D. FRY.

Perfect.
"I wish I were nearer perfection." I said,

As I sat on tho sofa with her:
The lamp threw a halo of sold o'er her

head,
Her breath was like orris and myrrn.

That's easy," she said, with a smile in her
eye.

A trick she had gathered from Venus;
And then, with a laugh and a-- fluttering

sigh,
She cast out tho pillow between us.

--Puck.
No Airuc Loft.

Boarder I hear that there used to bo
a great deal of fever and ague around
here.

Host Yes; but none here now, not
a bit. We've all got acclimated. N. Y.
Weekly.

lloreN liven Himself,
Belle Is Chappie tiresome?
Flora Is ho? Why, they say ho

yawns incessantly when he's alone,
'The Smart Set. .

iiTniw Jly!sJw0nBLi firik but

YOUNG DEER HUNTER.

Cnllfnrnln Hoy Perform
Some 'Wondvrfiil rents with

Ills Little Gun.

There is a slayer of wild
game ill. California. His name is Aus-
tin Otis, nnd he enn bring down n deer
with ns clean and pretty a shot us any
veteran hunter in the country. His
homo is in the wooded hills, nbout 15
miles back of Cazadero. He hns lived
among these hills nil his life.

Until the other day Austin had
bagged no game larger thnn rabbits
nnH. sqhlrrels. Now, however, he is the
most-tnlked-- youngster.ln the coun-

try, for Taround Omtdero nre some of
tho finest shots in all the state. Having
been refused permission to join a hunt-
ing party with his father, he shoul
dered his gun nnd started by himself
down the creek. He tells of his ad-

venture this wny:
"I wns wishing awful hard thnt I

could sec n deer," he said, "when all of
a sudden, after I had gone nbout 300

yards along the ereek, what should I
see but n beauty of a deer with its
nose to the stream, tnking n drink. I
followed the creek on purpose, 'cause
I knew that deer nlways come down
toward night to drink, but I could
hnrdly believe that my wish had come
true so quick.

"I stopped short nnd looked nthlm.
I thought sure he would jump into the
bush before I could tnke nim, but he
didn't seem to hear me. Pup, my dog,
understood just the same ns if he was
a man, instend of a dog, and stood still,
except that ho wagged his tail. I
guess Pup was as excited as I was, but
he had sense and didn't spoil things
by barking.

"I lifted my rifle, but my hnnd nnd
arm sliook and I couldn't seem to lift
straight nl all. I wns pretty much
scared that the deer would get awny,
so I lifted the gun again and took aim.

? rT-r- i --.V. .i .CfeV3" vxi i- ri. k i

YOUNGEST DEER HUNTER.

I remembered whnt papa nlwnys snid
about holding the sight on the point ot
the deer's shoulder.

"Then I flred. The deer gnve an aw-

ful big leap in the air, then ran. I
guess he ran about 40 jumps down the
creek. My, you ought to have seen
Pup run nfter him! I didn't know I
had shot him until Pup caught up with
him and he dropped. I ran as fast as
ever I could and when I saw he was
dend I cut his throat, 'cause that's the
way all hunters do.

"I like deer hunting. A fellow doesn't
want to kill quail and rabbits and blue-jay- s

and gophers nnd chipmunks all the
time. If you're deer hunting you ought
to shoot through the heart. It brings
the game down quicker nnd it doesn't
hurt so much. That's whnt papa says,
and he knows." Cincinnati Enquirer.

SOME,tEADLY SNAKES.

United Stntea Hurhora I'onr Klnda of
lluttlcra nnd Three Other

Venomous Serpent.
In tho Unite1 States there are four

different species of rattlesnake the
ground or black rattlesnake, tho Flor-
ida species," ,the 'mountain serpent,
nnd that lo"f .the Staked Plains. The
rattlesnake' found cast of the Missis-

sippi,- and'iii-th'- wooded district just
west of that river, is essentially the
same as the Florida species, although
sometimes 'classed as a separate

' ,ro ' "
Of'a'll these the Staked Plains rattle-

snake is, thelargest, most active and
most dnngeroqs. Six feet is not an
unusual' "lcn'gth, while seven-foo- t
6nnkes"l?avotQu several occasions been
ldIledil,h'ese''betS:ptfnts measure

Around the body,
and ecobfcie's"'fr'6nf their venom are
very'rauMeemtf s"rt

The Florida rattlesnake comes next
in size, , while tho short, stumpy
ground snakV, "scarcely ever more
than thrdfi 'feet long, is tho least
venonious.

Besides,, the,r;rattlcsnnke there aro
three ther Venomous serpents found"
in thls'contry-th- o copperhead, the
moccasin," lan'd aritl' water, and a small
and very fare Hilukc found in Arizona,
which Is' considered tho most deadly
of all. ' .' iij - '

This t8nake lids in the dust, and
strikes Jkq a,,flash pf lightning at
everything that approaches. A pe- -

culiaiv loot jnuout- - una,, snaiso is mui
It fsinVrly completely blind, and hns
tlio "Ijeenest fte'arih of any snake

niftvh.wihc3 Vcbtilcs are very rare.
nnd'Huffrraif tU'tlozen. specimens ore
foundln'uiy 6t our museums.

Old LTnyJTisr think, only one mis-

sionary for 10,000 cannibals!
Young Lady iDear mo! They must

have very small appetites or very big
missionaries! Woman's Journal,

j THE BUSY MUD WASP.

How He Nulla III I'nt-I.l- ke Horaa
nnd Tnkca Cnrc of Mndniii nnd

Her I.lttlo Onca.

Hero is ono of the oldest and mosfc
curious potters in the world the mu&i
wnsp. Just at tills season he is very
busy making tiny jugs in the.oorner
of rooms and on the rafters oi barnst
and outhouses. He is a very busy fel-

low and carries ninny londs of his pot-
tery material in a day, preparing nftor
a recipe of his own, and adding to it his
little juglikc nest.

This is but one of his curious trades,
though. He is also n butcher. As tho
construction of the nest goes on ho
hunts spiders brown and green, yel-
low nnd black, spiders of nil sizes and
stings them to death. Then his wife,
Mrs. Potter, lnys an egg upon the fat
body of each stark little
aiid Mr. Potter seals him up In his jug.
By nnd by, after the sun has dried the

f 'I . "31

THE MUD WASP AT HOME.

gray nest, a family of young mud
wasps hatch out and fall toy eating
their first meal, each devouring ths
spider provided for him by his far-sight-

parents. Possibly baby quar-
rels take place in the little jug then,
for some of the spiders are smaller
than others, and one can easily fancy a
hungry little Potter seizing n leg ot
spider that does not belong tflilni.

Both Mr. and Mrs. Potter have for-
midable stings, but "they are a good-nature-

tolerant couple, nnd do not re-

sent visits from sightseers provided
they themselves are not molested.
They gather earth from the edges of
puddles and ponds, molding the moist
building material very rapidly.

The nest from which our drawing
was made hung In a country boy's bed-
room. The potter had nearly finished
it, working briskly for several days,
carrying loads of earth in through an
open window. The country boy watched
the operation with great interest, and
Mr. Potter seemed to like the super-
vision, flying close to the boy's head
and even lighting upon his jacket, never
stinging him. One morning he flew
away for another load and never re-

turned. Possibly some boy who knew
nothing of wasps killed him. The little
jug was taken down and after our artist
had made the picture it was broken
open. Inside the little walls were the
dead bodies of S3 spiders. Chicago
llecord.

HORSE COULD COUNT.

Understood the Mcnnlnir ot n Flrar
Aliirm na 'Well na Any Member

of the Deportment.

"If there is any animal that knows
more than a horse," remarked a mem-
ber of the Are department the other
day, "I u like to see it. I mean one
thnt knows more thnu a smart horse,
for there are fool horses as well ns
fool people, nnd once in awhile wc get-on- e

of these fool horses In the fire de-

partment. But I will say that our
horses as a rule are pretty smart and
knowing.

"I remember one we had in this
company some yenrs ago that actual-
ly could count. George was his name,
if 1 remember rightly, and Gcorgo was
one of those horses that never did any
more work than they were obliged to.
Xot that he couldn't, but just because,
like some people you run across, ho
was opposed to looking for work.
WelLyevery company in the fire

lias a certain district to
cover on first alarms. Well, sir, wa

Witl'n't hnve George mnny months be-

fore that horse came to know our dis-
trict just ns well as any oi the men.
He knew thp boxes wc went out to on
the first alarm, and it is a fact thut
that horse got so that he'd wait and
count the first round before he'd
budge, out of his stall. If the box was
not in our district George would walk
leisurdly to his place, but if it wns
one we were due nt on the first alarm
he would rush down to his place. la
those days we had to hitch up on
every alarm that came in, whether it
was in our district or not, nnd stand
hitched for 15 or 20 minutes. Georgo
knew this, of course, nnu that wns
why he'd always take his time go-

ing to his place when the box wasn't
in our district. And it is n fact that.,,
if he was eating when an outside box '
came in he'd just keep on eating un-

til the foreman yelled out to bring
him down to his place.

"Of course, now and then Georgo
would miscount the box and rush to
his place on n box not in our district.
But when he did make a mistake like
that, which wns precious seldom, thnt
horse would get so mad nnd feel so
bnd nbout it that he wouldn't get over
it in a day or so." Washington Star.

An Inatiince of Heredity.
Mobel, aged live, while visiting her

nunt in a low, marshy p,art of the coun-
try, contracted malaria, and wns quite
ill on reaching home. Not long after-
ward her mother had a chill. "I can'l
understand why you should have symp-
toms of malaria, living on such high,
ground," said the doctor. "Oh," spoke
up Mabel, "I guess mamma must uivft
inherited it from mot"


